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Mos. No jot.
Volp. I did it well.
Mos. So well, would I could follow you in mine,
With half the happiness; and yet I would
Escape your epilogue. Volp. But, were they gulled
With a belief that I was Scoto ? Mos. Sir,
Scoto himself could hardly have distinguished!
I have not time to flatter you now; we'll part;
And as I prosper, so applaud my art.
ACT II, SCENE 5 CORVINO, CELIA, SERVITORE
Corv. Death of mine honour, with the city's fool? A juggling, tooth-drawing, prating mountebank? And at a public window! where, whilst he, With his strained action, and his dole of faces, To his drug-lecture draws your itching ears, A crew of old, unmarried, noted lechers, Stood leering up like satyrs: and you smile Most graciously, and fan your favours forth, To give your hot spectators satisfaction 1 What, was your mountebank their call ? their
whistle ?
Or were you enamoured on his copper rings, His saffron jewel, with the toad-stone in't, Or his embroidered suit, with the cope-stitch, Made of a hearse-cloth? or his old tilt-feather? Or his starched beard ? Well, you shall have Tnm3 yes. He shall come home, and minister unto you The fricace for the mother. Or, let me see, I think you had rather mount; would you not mount? Why, if you'll mount, you may; yes truly, you may. And so you may be seen, down to the foot